42         AT THE CALL OF DEATH
The smile on the king's thin lips
Was bitter as salt sea brine. "Thou fearest, Bhim, for thyself I ween.
Go back then, brother mine I
" Go back and to my heir
Bow low the servile knee! Go back, if thou dost fear,
And leave this quest to me." Then Bhim swore a wrathful oath,
"Tis a cowardly taunt, my lord. So stand thou here and see if I fear,"
And he drew his gleaming sword.
He pushed the king aside,
And forward leaped with a bound, An instant peered at the mouth of the den,
The next he was felled to the ground, As a brindled monster sprang
Over his prostrate form, With the savage roar of a wave-beat shore
When there's thunder in the storm.
Sprang and was lost to sight,
A splendour of black-ribbed gold, With eyes aflame in the sun,
And again the thunder rolled. But Bhim lay still on the ground,
His head crushed in by the blow. There was blood on the mouth and his curls
Were tangled in the flow.